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Whit you ieffre, another cl aimes as*due. 

At fcbildwiib t'havc becnc efpoufed toyoBj 
So let me tell you,fincc it is nay fate, 

I hold me happy in ibis prefeat (late. 

Then ccafc faire Prince, an idle fuite to move, . . 

Scckc not to Iiarme her whom you feemeto loves 
In my contented ftacc let me be guided. 

At both my fiates and fortunes haye provided^ 

Kor in fo vaine a queft your fpirics toile. 

To fecks at my hands an unworthy fpo) le. 

But fee how foonc poore Women are deluded, 

VtntiS hcrfelfe this covenant hath concluded* 

For in the id^an Vallics you efpic, 

T hree G oddefles> ftripc naked to your eye. 

And when the firft had promis’d you a Crowne* 

The fecond Fortitude and warres renow ne; 

The third befpake you thus / Crowne, nor Warres pride, 
Will I bequeath, but Hitzn to thy Bride: 

1 fcarce beleevc thofe high immortal! Creatures, 
Would to yonr eye expolc their naked features* 

Or fay the Brft part of your Talc be pure. 

And mcetc with truth:chefccond’sfalferam fure. 

In which poorc I was thought the greaceft mcede* 

In fuch a high caufe by the Gods decreed, 
i have not of ray beauty fuch opinion* 

T’imaginc it prefer’ d before Dominion, 

Or fortitude : nor can your words perfwade me. 

The greateft gift of all, the Goddefle made me. 

I.C is enough to me, men praife my face, 

^uc from the Gods, I merit ho fuch grace, 

Nor doth the praiCc you charge me with offend^ nac, 

|f doe not envioufly commend me.^ ■ 


vo'imif 

jut loe I grant you, and imagine true, 

Your free report, claimlr^ your praife as diiej 
Who would in pleafing things call Fame a liar* 

Bat give that credit, ^hich we moft defirc. 

That wc have mov’d thefe doubts be not you grieved’ 
The greateft wonders are the Icaft belceved j ^ 

Know then I fir ft am pleas’d chat Fei/us ought me 
Such undeftrved grace : Next, that you thought the 
The greateft mcede : nor Scepter nor warres Fame 
Did you preferre before poorc name. 

(Hard- heart, tis time thou (houldft at laft come downed 
therefore I am your valour, t your Crowne. 

Your kiadneffe conquers me doc what I can » 

I were hard-hearted, not to love this man; 
obdurate I was never, and yet coy, 

Tofavour him whom I can ner’e enjoy; 

What profits it the barren fands to plow,' 

And in the furrowes our affeSions fow. 

In the fwcetc theft of I am rude. 

And know not how my husband to delude^ 

Now I thefe Ibve-lincs write* my Pen I vow> 

Is a new office taught, not knownc till novi?* 

%y arc they that in thfc Trade have skill, 

Alas I am a foole; and (hall be ftillj 
And having tHl this houre not ftept aftray, 
fare m thclc ^orts Icatt I (hould miffc my way« 
nc fcarc (no doubt) is greater than the blame, 

It^d confounded and amai’d with (hamc* 

With the very thought of what you fcckc. 

CTS P'* ® r' S«‘l7 chwke. 

T|i fijppoCtion* mecrely vainc, 

‘“murmuriBg p,opt« whif^eriBgly winpiainc, 
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